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CHAPTER 1V,

remained lying there, bound hand
and fool, for a long time, for
quite long «nough to wilow e to
nollect my senees and see that I
hind been n ool by threptan
O'Brien, 1 had been nobly Indignant, and
behold! 1 had a sack thrown over my
bend for my palns and wasn put awpy
Rufely somewhere or othet, It seemed to
be n celiar

I was In search of romance, and heres
wern wll the slemonts; Spaniards, o con
epirator and a kidnoping; but T eoulidn't
foel & fool and romantle as well, ‘T'rue ro-
munce, | suppose, needs o whirl of smeotlons

splashing, jarring-and |t beeame obvious
to ma that 1 was being taken to some ship,
the Bpapish ship, of course Bulddenly I
broke into cold perspiration at the thought
that, after all, thelr purpose m: f§jt be
to drop me qulekly overbonrd “Carlos™*
I erled. | felt the point of & knife on my
breast. “Bllence, senor!" said a gruff voice,

This fear vanlshnd when we came along-
wlde n ghip avidently already under wny:
but 1 wns handled so roughly and clums=ily
that 1T wae thoroughly exhausted and out
of breath by the time 1 was got on board.
All was still around me; 1T wag lelft nlonae
on i settee In the maln cabin, as 1 dmag-
Ind. For a long time T made no move-
ment; then o door opened and shut, There

necessary. This young gentleman wns
about to become singularly Inconvenlent,
aud be is In no way harmed.*

e wpoke In o velvely voice, and walked
away gently through the darkuess. Carlos
fallowwd with the lantern  dangling ot
nrm's length; strangely enough, he had
not even looked at me, 1 suppose he was
mshamed, nnd 1 was too proud to spenk
to him, withh my hands nnd feet tied fast.
The door closed and 1 remuined sitting in
the darkness

I turned my hend to a click: I saw a
door open o Uttle way, and the small blue
fAame of a taper Noaled Into the room,
Thee Nght shone redly through protecting
fngers, and upwards on to u small face
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SUDDENLY CASNTRO, STRETCHING HIS ARM OUT AT ME, CRIED: “COME, HOMBRES, THIS I8 THE CABALLERO;

SKIZE MIm!

to extinguish ali the sensvs except thatl of
sight, which It dims. Exeepl for sight,
which 1 hedn't &t wil, T had the use of
them  all, wand all  reported unpleasant
thinggs

1 walled, and my fury grew In o dead
silonee How would W end-with what
outrugeT [ would show my contempt wnd
preserve my dignity by submitting with
out s struggle- | despisod Lhls odlous plot
Al last there were volees, foutsteps; 1
found It very hard to carry out my reso-
lutlon and refrain from stifted eriea and
Kickn 1 was lHfied up sand carvied Llike
& corpse, with many #tumbles, by men who
sometimes growled as 1h hastened along
From tUme to Udme somebody murmured
“take cwre' Then [ wan dopasited nto
& boat, The world seemed 0 be swaying,

was a murmured conversation betweon two
voloes, This went on In anfioated whispers
for a the. At lagt 1 (el as If sotme one
were trving, rather inofMectuoally, to re-
move the rack taell. Finally, that actually
did rub its way over my head, and somes

thing soft and sllken beguan to wipe my
eyes with o surprising cuare, msd even ton-
derneas.  ""This was stupldly dope.” came a8
dikcontraled remark; “you do not handle

# cnbellera MKe thin**

“And how else wan It to be done, to that
kind of caballero?" wan the curt retort,

By that thue 1 had blinked my oyes into
n condition for remaining open for minute
sireichss Two men were bonding aver me

Carleos amd OYBEirtens mscll. The latter
sl

“ielleve me, your mistake made this

It came to & halt, and I made gut the figure
of a girl leaning across n table and looking
upwards. There woas a elick of glass, and n
great biaze of light ervated a host of shin-
Ing things A large sllver lump she had
Nghted kept on swinging to the gentle mo-
tivn of the ship

She stood just 1o front of me: the girl
that 1 had scon through the door: the eirl
I huad seen play with the melon seeds. Bhe
wits Lroathing fMst—it agitated me to ba
wlone with her—and she had a little shining
dagger In her hand.

Blhie cul the rope round my ankles, and
motioned me imperionsly to turn round

“Your hands—your hands'"

I turned my buck awkwardly (o her and
feit the grip of small, cool, very firm
Bogers upon wmy wrists, My arms fell

apart, numb and perfoctly useless, 1 was
half aware of paln In them. but it piassed
unnoticed among a4 clowd of other emo-
Hong 1 didn't feel my finger tips becauss
I bud the agitation, the futter, the tans
tulizntion of looking at her,

“AsK nothing,” she =ald. hurricedly. "“The
land it wol far yet, You can cscape, Carlos
thought * * * But ne! You would only
pecish for uolhing. Go with God.”' Bhe
polnted Imperiovely toward the sgunre
turnposts of the cabin,

"Ulo—go—go with God,” the girl whis-
pered urgently. There s & bout

L made o motion to rise; 1 wianied to gos
But 1 could not stand, though the blood
wWits returning, wirm and tingling, in my
legs and hands. She looked ot me with &
sharp frown, puckering her brows a little,
benat w hasty tattoo with one of her feat
and cnst o startled glaoee toward the fore
witrd doors that led oo Jdeok

“Yuur life hangs on a thread,” she mures
mured.

I answered: “"You have glvin It to mea
Shall 1 never—"" 1 wus acutely consclous
of the imperfection of my langunge,

She looked al mo shurply; then loweresd
her |lds Afterwards she ralsed them
agnin. “"Think of ypourseli., Every moment
.—"

“1 will be as quick a8 I can,” 1 =ald.

“Thnt man thinks he can destroy yow
1 hate him—I1 detest him! You have seea
bow he treats my father.™

It struck me, like & blow, that she was
merely avenging O'Brien’s Insolence to her
father, 1 had been kidnaped against Don
Balthasar Riego's will, It gave me very
well the measure of the old man's power-
leseness in face of his Intendani—who was
obviously confident of afterwards soothe
ing the resentment,

I was glad 1 had not thanked her for
taking an interest in me, I wos distressed,
too, because once more | had missed Ho-
mance by an inch,

Someone kicked at the locked door, A
voice cried—I ecould not help thinking—
warningly. “Seraphina! Seraphina!” and
another volee sald with excessive softness,
“Benorita! Voyons! quelle folle."

Bhe sprang at me. Her hand hurt my
wrist as she dragged me aft. 1 scrumbled
clumslly into the recess of the counter und
put my head out, The night alr was very
chilly and full of brins; o litUe boat towing
by a long pailnter was sheering about In
thie phosphorescent wake of the ship. A
Hitle nstern of us, on our port quarter, a
vessel under a press of canvas secined to
stand still; looming up like an immense pale
ghost. She might have been coming up
with us, or else we Lad just passed her—I
couldn't tell.

The sound of another kick st the dooe
made me swing mysell out, head first, with-
outl reflection. 1 got soused (o the walst
before 1 had reached the bows of Lthe boat,
With o frantic effort 1 clambered up and
rolled In, When [ got on my legs the jerky
motion of tossing had ceased, the boatl was
floating still, and the light of the stern win-
dows waa far away already. The girl had
cul the palnter.

The other vessel wns heading straight
for me, rather high on the water, broad-
boamed, squat and making her way quletly,
like a shadow. The land might have been
four or five miles away—1 had no menns of
knowing exactly. It looked llke a high,
black cloud, and purply-gray mists here and
there among the penks hung lke sconrls,

I got an oar over the stern to scull, but X
was nol fit for much exertion. 1 stared at
the ship 1 had left. Fler sterm windows
glimmered with a slight up-and-down mo-
tion; her salls seemed to fall into bilrck
confusion agalnst the hlage of the moon;
faint cries came to me out of her, and by
the alteration of her shaps 1 understood
that she was belng brought to, preparatory
to lowering a boat

The land brecze was dying away, und In
the wake of the moon 1 percelved the bont
of my pursuers coming over, bluck and
distinet; but the other vessel wus nearly
upon me, 1 sheered under her starboard
bow

There was o lot of poise on hoard and
nene seemed to hear my shoutls Beveral
voloea veolled, *“That Spanizh ship aheoad s
heuving-to nthwart our hawse."” The ship
forged ahead in the light ndr; 1 cought the
hain and scrambled up, while the

laatod awny from under my foet A
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vell came from forward, Hard aport
Then 11 same volee addressed itsell o
abusing the Bpanish ship very close (o us
Bow, "“"What do you mean Ly coming-te




